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Summary: Bellamy, Clarke and the rest of the delinquents have defeated A.L.I.E and have finally sustained long-term peace with the grounders. Now Clarke and Bellamy must set out to find a good place to grow food to feed their people.





	1. Chapter 1

It had been six months since the delinquents defeated A.L.I.E and finally established permanent peace with the grounders. Only a few groups of the grounders still had hatred for Skaikru. When Bellamy and Clarke got sent to find fertile land, that wasn't occupied by grounders, they made sure to be very cautious of the threats that might want to harm them. So when Clarke suddenly disappeared without warning, Bellamy lost it. He retraced their every step almost a thousand times before realizing that they had radios to communicate. Bellamy picked up the radio that had gotten buried into his backpack. Clarke had been trying to reach him the whole time.

"Bellamy! Bellamy, are you there?" Clarke's voice came through the small speaker. Bellamy sighed with relief than a small smirk appeared across his face.

"I can't believe you got lost." He joked, "Are you okay?" He asked.

"I didn't get lost!" She protested, "I went over to look at an odd plant, and when I looked up you were gone!" She seemed more annoyed over him accusing her of getting lost rather than him actually leaving her.

"Well, I'm sorry that I left you," Bellamy teased, "where are you I was worried." He said more serious now.

"If you would have picked up your radio maybe you wouldn't have lost me." She teased back, "I found some fertile land, just east to the small river we passed earlier. Meet me here it's beautiful."

Bellamy let out a small laugh and jokingly said back into the radio, "Alright well I guess I'll see you there, try not to get lost again." He heard Clarke mumble something before putting the radio in his pants pocket.

Bellamy turned around and headed to the river to find Clarke. He was trying very careful not to get lost again, because he knew if he did he would never hear the end of it. Clarke was always better at directions and Bellamy was good at hunting and tracking. The trip had already taken three days, and not one grounder had attacked. Bellamy knew it was only because the new commander would sentence anyone to death for attacking Skaikru. But he was always on alert. He finally made it to the river, so he knew he was close.

Meanwhile, Clarke was exploring the knew land she discovered. It was a breath-taking, grassy area with tiny yellow flowers. She had seen nothing like it since landing on the ground. The setting sun painted the entire field a fiery red, with a dash of a soft pink. There was an old tree stump that had probably been there for more than 100 years, she sat down and pulled out the sketch book that Raven gave her. Clarke drew the cultivating field before being interrupted by the footsteps behind her.

She turned around with a big smile on her face "I thought you'd never get here." Before she even saw that it wasn't Bellamy who was approaching her from behind she felt the sudden impact of a large branch against the side of her head and fell to the ground, unconscious.

Clarke woke up tied down and scantily able to move. Her vision was blurry but it was coming back she could without trouble point out the huge grounder sitting in front of her. He had long dirty black hair and untamed facial hair, he had three small tattoos on his face.

"Let me go!" Clarke howled at the man. With no response she grew even more infuriated "What do you want?! Our people are at peace with yours!"

"Not all of us are at peace." He argued.

"Well what do you want?" She snarled back at him.

"I'm waiting for your little boyfriend to come find you, so I can deliver both of your heads to my people."

"Leave Bellamy out of this. If you hurt him-"

"You can't do anything Clarke. My people wont rest until the ones we lost are avenged."

"This is pointless, you're only doing more harm, just let me go, I won't say anything." Clarke pleaded not only for her life but Bellamy's life as well, but the grounder didn't reply. Before she could think of anything else to say she saw Bellamy from across the field. She knew he had a plan, so she did her best to distract the grounder.

"You know that you're going to get yourself and most likely your people killed."

"I know what Heda said about attacking Skaikru."

"So why are you doing this?" Clarke waited but no response. She was desperately trying to think of something else to focus his attention on her, but in one sudden moment Bellamy came up behind the grounder and shot him in the head. His body gasped for it's last breath of air, and then his now-lifeless body fell to the ground. Clarke stayed silent and Bellamy towered over the dead grounder still as a tree.

Once Bellamy calmed down, he ran to Clarke's side to untie her.

"Are you okay?" He asked as she stood up and brushed off the dirt from her legs.

"Yeah, are you?" She said

"I'm fine, I'm just glad you're okay." Bellamy caressed Clarke's face, and looked into her gentle eye's.

She grabbed his arm as it reached the back of her neck, " Thank you Bell." Clarke whispered. Bellamy half smiled and nodded his head as a way of saying you're welcome.

They looked at each other in silence for a quick second but than interrupted the moment with an awkward topic change. "So what are we gonna do with him?" Bellamy asked while looking down at the dead body.

Clarke took a deep breath in and said, "I guess we wait until we go back and then we go tell the new commander."

"Alright." Bellamy picked up the body and took it behind a tree so they wouldn't have to look at it. While walking back he found Clarke's sketch book lying on the floor next the stump where she was attacked. He grabbed it and saw Clarke's drawing. He walked towards Clarke as she was gathering her things. "You drew this?" Bellamy asked.

Clarke turned around and saw Bellamy holding her sketch book. "Yeah, while I was waiting for you."

"It's amazing Clarke." Bellamy said in awe.

"Yeah, well I thought I'd capture all of it before we tear it all up to grow food."

"Why don't we find another place to grow, and this can be your place to draw."

"Bellamy this land is incredably fertile, I don't know if we'll find somewhere else as good to grow."

"Hey, you deserve a place to come and forget all the bad stuff that's happened, to just come and draw and be at peace let this be your place."

"If we can find another piece of land that will be suitable to grow than okay, but only if you use it to write." Clarke demanded.

"Write?" Bellamy said in confusion.

"Yeah, I know you keep a journal. I've see you writing in it all the time. I can tell you love it, just as much as I love to draw."

"I only write when I'm alone. When have you every see-"

"I saw you trade the journal in Polis," Clarke interrupted, "when we were agreeing to the final terms in the alliance, and ever since then you've written in it every night." Bellamy still had a confused look on his face, "Bell you're not the only one who can barley sleep, I stay up and watch you write."

"That's not creepy at all." Bellamy mocked. He was oddly pleased and very amused at the idea that Clarke watched him at night.

"That's not the point," Clarke paused, looked around and said, "you promise to use this place for your get-a-way spot too?" Clarke smiled, but still with seriousness.

"I promise," Bellamy smirked, "now let's try and sleep, then will start early morning searching for the new soil."

Bellamy and Clarke started a fire and fell asleep quick for the first time in months. On opposite sides of the fire they felt closer than ever; now they had this spot in which only they knew about, a place barley touched by all the evil in the world, a place they now shared.


	2. Chapter 2

Clarke and Bellamy spent the entire day searching for fertile land; after hours and hours of countless looking, they finally came across the perfect place for their people to grow crops. It wasn't as appealing as the original spot, but it was more than enough for Arkadia. On their way back to camp they continued their conversation about, Bellamy's writing. Clarke learned that he started writing because he didn't think he could talk to any one at first. This bothered her, she didn't know why, but it bothered her. She always thought her and Bellamy had an understanding, because of everthing they've been through together. Clarke ignored it though, the last thing she wanted to do was make Bellamy talk about the dark moments in his past.

As the day went on, and the sun went down, Bellamy and Clarke decided to stop and wait till morning to continue home. They were only two hours away, and could have easily made it before the sun completely set, but they weren't ready to go home yet. Ever since they defeated Alie, and made it out safe, Clarke and Bellamy would volenteer to go on any mission, no matter what. They had never talked about why, but they both knew it was because they didn't feel like hey could go back to normal like Abby and Kane wanted them too. They didn't even know what normal was anymore. They just needed to get away sometimes.

Clarke sat and watched Bellamy as he set up the campfire. "Why do you always make the fire, you never let me do it anymore."

Bellamy looked at Clarked with his teasing smirk, "Because last time you tried to start a fire you couldn't keep it going for more than 5 minutes." He could tell by the look on her face that she was slightly offended, he looked down at the wood he was piling up. "Do you really want to be in charge of making the fire. Because if so Princess its all yours, just don't complain to me when your freezing tonight." He laughed. When he looked back up at her she had nostolgic look on her face, Bellamy was highly confused, he expected her to argue and deny his accusation.

"You just called me Princess?" She asked rhetorically.

"Yeah, I did." Bellamy was surprised, why was Clarke so intrigued by something he ad called her a million times before.

"You haven't called me princess since we first landed."

"Hm" Bellamy looked at her, titled his head and laughed, "I haven't, have I?" He thought about it for a moment and realized that he didn't even notice that he stopped calling her princess. "Well you haven't been acting like a princess until now." He joked.

"How am I acting like a princess?" She yelled.

"You just are," He smiled, "now why don't you come learn how to start a real fire so one day you don't freeze without me." He teased.

"In that case I should learn, because with your navigation skills you'll be lost, within an hour without my help." She teased back as she walked over to him and picked up a long, skinny stick.

"You would never let me get lost Princess." He smiled and said as he nudged her with his shoulder.

She looked up at him and couldn't help but smile, because she knew he was right. "And you would never let me freeze too death."

Bellamy rolled his eyes and continued to try and teach her how to start and keep the fire going, she eventually got the hang of it. They laid down side by side and spent almost the whole night reminiscing about when it was just the 100. Soon they fell asleep, and unlike the night before, they didn't have a peacefull night of sleep.

"Clarke! Clarke, wake up it's okay, it's just a dream." Bellamy held Clarke up trying to wake her from her night-terror. She was screaming and jerking around. This wasn't the first time this has happened while they were away. He was pretty good about handling the situation, but it still scared him every time.

In a swift moment she shot up and took a deep breath in. She looked at Bellamy who was holding her up, clearly terrified. "I'm sorry," she spoke as she tried to catch her breath, "I didn't mean to wake you." She looked up at him with sorrow.

"Don't worry about it," he smiled slightly, "you should try and get some more rest, I'll stay up and make sure you're okay." At this point she was sitting up, curled up, facing him. He had his hand on her knee trying to comfort her back to sleep.

"No, I won't be able to fall back asleep, and you clearly need to rest more than I do." She said while looking at the dark-purple circles under his eyes.

"Well if you're not going to sleep I'll stay up with you." He smiled and grabbed her hand.

Thank you, but you really should really get som-"

Bellamy cut her off before she could tell him that he needed to sleep. "Clarke, if you're staying up, I'm staying up."

"Fine, but only of we start to head back to camp, we should get back early before my mom sends out a search team." She giggled.

"We have been gone longer than usual." He agreed and pulled his hand away from hers and rubbed his hands over his face and shook his hair.

"Yeah, so lets get going." She stood up quickly trying to cover up how tired she really was. She reached her hand out to Bellamy, still sitting on the ground. He reached up and took her hand, even though he could have gotten up with out effort.

When finally reaching the camp the gaurds opened the gates, the first to notice they were back was Abby. She quickly ran over to them and hugged Clarke. Although she's never really said it, Clarke knew that ever since she got back her mom has been afraid that she would leave again.

"Clarke, Bellamy. We were starting to worry about you two." She realeased Clarke, and gave both of them a look of disaproval.

They looked at each other and exchanged a quick smile before Clarke responded, "There's nothing to worry about, me and Bellamy can take care of oursleves." She said with a slight bit of sarcasm.

"I know, but you two are always leaving days at a time." She seemed to be suggesting something more was going on.

Clarke quickly caught on to what her mom was hinting, "Mom," she scoulded, "there's nothing to worry about, I know it's hard to understand, but we don't enjoy spending every second here confinded by these four walls."

Bellamy too caught on to what Abby was implying. He quickly looked away in hope that neither of them would notice him blushing. Luckily they were too busy arguing to notice.

"Maybe you should come back to my office, I think we need to talk." Abby had a sterness to her voice, Clarke knew that arguing would be pointless, she gave Bellamy a look that said she'd talk to him later before she followed her mother into the ark.

Bellamy started to head back to his room, but before he could make it there he was stopped by Raven. She popped up behind him, grabbing his arm so he couldn't walk away from him.

"So you and Clarke were gone for a while, what took so long?" She asked as if she already knew the answer.

"Nothing worth talking about, same as every other time we leave camp." He turned to look at her, he seemed very annoyed, he knew that he wouldn't be able to make through the day without being interigated by Raven about his recent trip with Clarke; he was hoping that he could at least shower and relax for a bit.

"Well why not? I know you have feelings for her Bellamy. You can't hide anything from me." She said with a mocking smile.

Bellamy and Raven grew closer once Alie was defeated, mainly because Raven was the only one who didn't believe Bellamy's tough guy act. She would pratically force him to talk about his feelings. And while Bellamy knew it was only because she cared he couldn't help but find it annoying that she was always so concerned about his and Clarkes friendship.

"I'm not hiding anything Raven. I've told you a thousand times, me and Clarke will never be more than just friends."

"What ever you say." She smiled and they began walking towards Bellamy's room.

Bellamy took in a deep sigh, "how's Octavia?" he asked with pure sencerity.

"She's fine," Raven looked up at him, "I still think that you should try and work things out with her."

Bellamy stopped walking again turned to face Raven, "She doesn't want anything to do with me, there's no point in trying to fix things." He looked at her with hurt in his eyes, than down at the ground.

"Your sister loves you, she's your family you have to work things out with her." She explained.

"How? She loved Lincoln, and I got him killed. Tell me how she's suppose to forgive me for that." He said getting a little more heated.

"She doesn't blame you nearly as much as you Blame yourself Bellamy. I know she misses you too, but both of you are too stubborn to try and fix things. You need to do something before it's really too late and she's gone." She said before she handed him Octavia's training schedule and walking away from him.

Octavia took over Lincoln's job teaching skaikru how to fight. Bellamy decided he would go and talk to Octavia before the day was over, but he definately needed some time to rest and clean up before. When he got to his room he rushed into the shower and layed in bed thinking about everything Raven had said. He knew that she was right, he had to talk to Octavia sooner or later, he just didn't want to let her down anymore. That's all he felt like he had down since they first landed on the ground. Before he could plan out what he was going to say he heard a loud knock on the door. He jumped up put a shirt on and swung the door open. Before he even knew what was happening Clarke scrambled by him and sat right in the middle of his small couch.

"Whats going on?" Bellamy asked, Clarkes never stormed in his room like this before.

"My mom is basically forcing me to work with her in medical again." She snapped. Clarke looked pissed she was red and radiating heat from her body, Bellamy had no trouble realizing that her and her mom had just had a very intense argument about this.

"How is she forcing you exactly?" He sat down on his bed, exactly across from where Clarke sat.

"She said that I am not allowed to leave on missions unless I've logged in a certain amount of hours in medical."

"What are you going to do about it?" He wondered.

"I don't yet. There's really not much I can do. She said that her and Kane believe it's best for me. And since Kane assigns missions, and him and my mom are pratically married, there's really nothing I can do." She explained.

"You can just log your hours, I mean it won't be that bad will it? You use to love helping people."

"I still love helping people, I just hate working with my mom, she constantly bugs me about getting things back to normal, as if anything that's happened in my entire life has ever been normal."

"Okay well you can always just work when your mothers off duty?" He suggested.

"That'd be great, if only I could know exaclty when she worked." Clarke sighed.

"Raven has acess to everyones work schedule, she gave me Octavia's in an attempt to push me to fix things between us, I could ask her for your moms. I'm sure she'll give it to me."

"That'd be amazing!" Clarke shouted, "I know it seems petty, but I really can't stand how my mom constantly bothers me about getting things back to normal. As if anything in my entire life has ever been normal." Clarke ranted.

"What else did she say to you?" Bellamy asked thinking back to earlier that morning when Abby suggested that they something more was going on between the two of them.

"She basically said that I'm wasting my time and talent going on the missisons with you, and that because of what we've both been through that it's unhealthy for us to spend so much time together."

"And what do you think?" He felt desperate for asking but he couldn't believe that Abby thinks that it'd be better for them to spend less time together. Only the two of them knew what the other was going through, they understood each other better than any one else. Bellamy couldn't imagine not having Clarke around to make him feel better about their past, even though they never talked about it, it was stilll comforting knowing he wasn't alone in it all.

"I think she's completely wrong. You are the only person who know's what I've had to carry with me since we've been here. And it's partly because you've had to carry it all with me. You're my bestfriend Bell, it helps a lot to have someone that knows me better than I know myself."

Bellamy felt extremly relieved that Clarke felt the same way about what they've been through together. He told her that he'd stop by later and give her the schedule. She got up and gave Bellamy a tight hug before she started to leave.

Clarke opened the door but before she closed it behind her she said, "And Bell, Raven's right, you need to make up with Octavia, the two of you are better fighting side by side, rather than against each other." She smiled than closed the door behind her.

Bellamy laid back down in bed. He didn't know why but it still bothered him that Abby didn't want him and Clarke around each other. Just the thought of seeing Clarke less irked him. He cared about Clarke, and would never allow anything bad to happen to her, Abby was ridiculous for thinking otherwise. He found comfort in the fact that Clarke wouldn't allow her mother to seperate them. It proved that she cared about him just as much as he did for her.

Bellamy looked at the night stand next to him and saw the schedule Raven gave him. He thought long and hard about what Raven said and then about what Clarke said right before she left. He discovered that both of them were right, even though he'd never admit it to their faces. He decided that he'd go talk to Octavia first thing in the morning. He spent the next hour rehearsing what he was going to say to her, but before he knew it he was fast alseep.


End file.
